TO THE ARMISTICE

an athletic and scholastic paradise. I wonder who now inhabits
its enclosure and violates its transport lines, where vicious mules
ate the trees and kicked their drivers. No runners now dash out
from its precincts for an early morning run. No scouts for a
bathe in the forbidden pool, defying wire and willows ; no
footballs seek refuge in that little central pond where the blue
caddis-fly dances. Sports, boxing ; the Shrapnels, our concert
party ; the band and barrage drill with which the happy summer
hours of 1918, on our rest days, were beguiled, are things of the
past.

It was at this time that the invasion of the Americans began.

The Plenipotentiaries arrived en masse, and struck me at first
glance as a concourse of very grave men with extremely tight
uniforms. There was much saluting, handshaking, and intro-
ductions, a diversion being produced by my band in full war
paint, which vigorously played the " Star-Spangled Banner."

Remarkable amongst the Americans were some personalities.
There was one Company Commander whose whimsical manner-
isms and quaint humour endeared him to all ranks. Tours round
the guns with him were always full of interest. To all I had to
say he gave a grave attention. He never lost the grim humour
of the thing. The loud report at dead of night of a battery of
ours would only provoke from him the caustic injunction, hardly
audible, " Give *em HELL ! "

Very different was his Second-in-Command. He was as
bulky and rubicund as was his Company Officer lean and pale.
He expended so much energy in talking and laughing that he
had none left for his legs (which, in any case, could never
adequately have carried his body !). Accordingly, like Diogenes,
he remained in his dugout, and from its darkness delivered
oracular judgment on the War. He was a great politician. He
claimed to know the price of every man's vote in North Carolina !

The real American, as we had pictured him, did not arrive
in our midst until a week or two later. We had decided that
these quiet, thinking men of North Carolina were not at all the
popular type of " Yankee." Some of them were even proud to
claim English descent! We wanted to justify our conception of
the slack-jawed, keen-eyed man of quaint jargons and turns of
speech that Mark Twain and others had introduced to us.

When Captain English arrived, we knew immediately that
" the goods had been delivered." His first introduction was to
unpeel before our eyes a cunningly twisted packet of chewing-